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"James, | need to talk to you. Im really serious this time, we need to talk about-..something that's been 
bothering me." 


"okay? You mind sparing me the dramatics?" 

"Don't fucking do this. Not now." 

"Jesus, what's the deal?" 

Jason sat across from James at the table on the porch. Maybe James was just frustrated that he'd caught 
him smoking, a habit he hadn't given into in years, and that's what the snap was for. Or maybe that was just 


James being James. 


It probably was. 


Just as quickly as Jason pulled up the chair James ashed his cigarette into the concrete and flicked it out of 
sight. 


"You tell me, James. | need to know what's going on or else I'm gonna—..l don't know what I'm gonna do." 
"With what? I'm fuckin’ fine, there's nothing-" 
"With us" 


James’ instinct told him to shoot his head around to make sure the back door to Bob's studio was closed. It 
was, and whoever was inside was distracted and engaged in a separate conversation. He readied an excuse, an 'is 


somebody calling me? Swear | heard my name of sorts, but Jason continued before he got the chance. 


| need to know your thoughts, right here, right now." Jason tried to keep his cool the best he could, but 
speaking to James' reddening scowl was intimidating, to say the least. He'd already done enough to humiliate him 
it seemed but he couldn't give up there. It had taken him months of preparation and self-doubt, and 
subsequently, worsening conditions, to get to where he was then. He had to finish what he'd started, 


As he struggled to find words, James‘ pale blue eyes seemed to bore into his soul. Picking him apart from the 
inside, somehow clueless and all-knowing both. He shouldn't have to explain himself with the way James seemed 


to make all the decisions for him. But, of course, James was far too proud to give Jason the relief this time. 


"| don't have thoughts." James looked away and dug another cigarette out of his box of Reds. Smoking was far, 
far easier to explain than whatever Jason was asking of him, not to mention how badly he needed a nicotine 


buzz to even try to answer properly. 


"You do. Whatever they are they exist. | know you're not just fuckin’ moseying along without a care in the 


world." 

James almost responded with a cold, ‘bold of you fo assume | think about you af all, but stopped himself. He at 
least knew Jason wasn't trying to insult him, and it would be a dumb lie anyway. He could feel for his 
frustration He just found far more comfort in ignoring whatever had happened between them than trying to 
define what ‘if was. 

".so what do you want me to say?" 


"Whatever you're thinking. I'm not looking for a specific answer, | just..l want something from you." 


"can | ask why?" James said, breathing his smoke back out the side of his mouth, avoiding blowing it into 


Jason's face. He appreciated the small gesture. 


Jason scratched the back of his neck and shot his gaze at the metal porch table. "its getting really tough for 
me. And before it gets worse | just want to know if.." he trailed off and chewed the inside of his cheek. 


"If? Yes, Jason, believe it or not I'm listening." 

If | mean anything to you." 

"Jesus, Newkid. James rolled his eyes and took an extra long drag of his cigarette. If he had nothing else, Jason 
made sure to admire the face he made around his cigarette, the side profile and the shape of his mustache 
hugging his mouth. The narrowing of his eyes, the furrowing of his pale blonde brows-just in case he never to 


see it again. 


"Is that a no?" Jason asked, flatly. He was slumped in his chair and the glare in his glasses skewed any 
possibility of reading his emotion. 


"OF course | care about you, dick, | can't believe you'd ever think anything different‘ 

"That's not what | meant and you know it" 

"Then what do you mean?" 

"For fuck's sake, James," Jason covered his face. ".stop pretending you don't know what Im talking about! 


"Keep your fuckin’ voice down" James ducked his head. Jason felt his face grow a little hotter, like his answer 


was right there in his reaction 

"Sorry," he spat. "I just can't do it anymore, James." 

He was silent for a moment, lost in thought, fighting with a thousand different responses. 
"Which part?" 


"The-" he snapped again, but quieted his voice with a glance at the window. "The part where we pretend 
nothing happened at the fucking hotel in Spain, or the bus in Germany, or Bob's fuckin’ basement-" 


"Shut the fuck up, Newkid!" James hissed through his teeth. He lurched across the table, enough to send Jason 
further into his chair. "Can we talk about this later?" 


"Later when? | have you here now and | wanna talk, so can we fuckin’ talk? Just give me a..fuckit yes or no," 


Jason's voice sounded small and weak, like he was begging more than he was convincing. 


"Yes!" James barked, "Fuckin' yes, okay?" 


"Okay," Jason sighed, running his fingers along the grainy metal table. He looked off again, somewhere towards 
the cars parked in front of the studio. ".just answer me." 


"What exactly are you asking now?" 

"Explicitly or in general?" 

James looked at the window again. He saw no trace of anybody inside. He concluded they must have been in a 
booth, and if that were the case then no one could hear them. But it didn't mean he allowed himself to speak 
louder than a hoarse whisper. "Explicitly." 

Jason cleared his throat and leaned an elbow closer to James, but kept his eyes elsewhere. 


"| don't want to keep doing what we're doing if you don't feel the same way | do." 


James finally looked right at him. His jaw was clenching over and over and his mouth was twisted in a frown 


He looked like he'd just swallowed every ounce of pride he had in his body. 

"Well..how do you feel?" 

That genuinely, honestly surprised Jason He didn't expect anything other than iciness from the frontman. "I-..l 
don't think |.." he stopped and finally gained the ability to lock eye contact with James. He seemed to freeze in 
place more than he chose to maintain it. 


"want to just..be friends, anymore." 


James shut his eyes for only a moment, but it was enough time for dozens of scenarios to replay before his 


eyelids. 
The hotel in Spain 


They were drinking, a fair assumption by all accounts, and alone in a hotel room to themselves. Honestly, it was 
James' room, and the room they had paid for for Jason sat empty. They had been watching a movie, one they 


both were familiar enough with to recite a line a second before it played. 


Something came up that they both found hysterical, and in drunken wobbliness Jason leaned his forehead onto 
James' shoulder, laughing silently. 


He picked his head back up, slowly, heavily, and found himself only a matter of inches away from James’ face. 


His smile slowly melted from his mouth and his gaze darted, only for a second, lower than his eyes. 


"Are you saying-" 


" that | want more. Yes." 


It must have been liquid confidence, James thought. Jason had the balls to kiss him first. He admired that 
Tenacity, he told himself it was the only reason he didn't shove him away. 


He grabbed his bassist by the face and deepened it the second he had a moment for the chance. There was 
something undeniably desperate about James‘ reciprocation, like it was subconscious. Like he was fulfilling a 


fantasy he couldn't even admit to himself that he had. 


Jason grabbed him by the side hems of his shirt to steady his drunk, terrified grip and pulled him closer to 


him. 


"Fuck, Newkid." 

"So now you tell me what you want." 

‘| want-" James started, like the words were forcing themselves out. He stopped and seemed to take a breath 
in for composure. When he looked back up, Jason's heart was in his throat. "| want the fuck outta you. All the 


fuckin’ time Newkid, god dammit, and | fucking can't stand it." 


He threw himself back down into the chair and fished for another cigarette. Jason watched him light it again, 
but this time with an added sprinkle of shock. 


"Why can't you stand it?" Jason wondered, though he recognized the dangerous tone in James‘ voice. He was as 


fragile as it got and he was baring all. 

"Because I'm fucking-..'m not-" 

"No, of course not.” 

James scowled at him. Jason looked blank, but weakened. 

"What does that make you then?" 

"| don't care what it makes me," he said, absently. "Just, I'm just..sure, is all! 


"Sure?" 


"About how | feel" 


"Jesus." James took a second and rubbed his mustache with his forefinger and thumb. "Are you just asking me 


because you think Im..using you?" 

"| don't... don't know. Are you?" 

"what is the answer you want?" 

"| want the truth, James-" 

"No, | mean what do you really want? What is the ideal outcome in your fuckin’ head?" 


Jason nibbled on his lower lip and breathed loudly through his nose. "That..that when we're done, and you leave, 


you still want this." 
"What is this?" 
"| guess that's what | really want to know. Overall." 


James sucked down the last of his cigarette, and put this one out subtly into the back of his hand. Jason didn't 


mention it. "I'm not using you. Not on purpose, at least.” 

Jason appreciated the honesty even if it was confusing him beyond all help. 

"| fucking.." James continued, shakily. "happen to like you. A lot more than you seem to realize." 
"me too." 

"Good." 

Good? 

"So we're..—" 


"Not another fucking word." 


When Jason got his grip on James‘ shirt he pulled him off the ground, and James capitalized on his position to 
crawl up and pin Jason to the couch. They never disconnected at the mouth, for longer than it took to breathe. 


James traded his attention for a series of sloppy kisses against his neck. Jason squirmed and whined for each 


one, like he was trying to escape his grip. He truthfully couldn't imagine anywhere he would rather be. 


"together" 
"is that what you want?" 

"yes. 

"Okay" 

"Okay?" 

"Fuckin' okay. Done deal then" 

Jason blinked and stared at James slack-jawed. "Done deal? That's if?" 


"What do you want from me, Newkid? A fuckin’ bouquet of roses and a box of chocolates? You want me to 


fuckin’ release some doves into the air-" 

"Okay, James, | get it” Jason laughed, that same familiar high-pitched giggle. James clenched his jaw and looked 
at the floor but Jason caught a tiny tug at the corner of his mouth. He pretended not to notice it to see if 
he'd give him a full smile. Instead, he just brushed James‘ shoe with his own and flashed him his own smile, 
dimples and all. 

"Good. Now let's never talk about this at fuckin’ Bob's place ever again, cool?" 

"Cool." 


"And..thanks. For..for bringing it up so | didn't have to." 


"| knew you wouldn't. To be honest, | didn't want to either because | didn't want to piss you off and fuck 


myself, | know how you are with confl-." 


"Just say ‘you're fuckin’ welcome‘, dick" James stood from his chair and walked behind Jason's. Jason winced, 


like he knew he fucked up, but relaxed into the seat when James' hands landed on his shoulders. 
"Don't make me regret saying yes to what | just said yes to." 


"Okay, Het” 


Jason found James‘ hand and squeezed it for just a second. Maybe half a second. 


The sound of the door creaking open startled tnem both out of their positions, but James was quick to the 


draw. 


"lll have that lyric sheet done tonight, maybe eight or nine, sound good?" He asked, as he walked past Kirk in 
the doorway. 


"Y-..yep, sounds good. Thanks Het” 


Eight or nine. Eight, then. James’ place. Jason bit the inside of his lip. He felt his heart race in his ribcage at 
the thought of what could be waiting for him there. 


"was he out here smoking?" Kirk asked, as soon as the door was shut. 
Smoking. Right. That's what they were doing. 


Jason picked up the pack from the table and shook it about to knock around the last couple of smokes. "Must 
be the stress of the album. 


"Mm," Kirk hummed, leaning against the door. "The album" 

" yeah 

'So.that means you talked to him right?" 

"| did" 

"And?" 

Jason flicked his eyes up to the window and saw James, his back to him, talking to Bob. 
"And he said yes, | think’ 


Kirk grinned and rolled his eyes. "Of course he said yes, | fuckin' said he would, oh-and lemme guess, he's not 


working on ‘lyric sheets', right?" 
"He finished those two days ago." 
Kirk snorted. "He's a really bad liar." 


"You're telling me." 


